



I'm back here again evaluating the rows 
of eligible men. There are hundreds of them eagerly waiting 
for me to pick them up. Many of them I've taken home and some 
multiply times. That's when you find a really good one 
who touches you in just that right way. Those are the best bedtime men. 
Sometimes I've juggled more than one, my personal best is four 
at once. Each one I did something different too. One guy I threw 
against a wall making his spine crack and he fell with a thud. 
I didn't like the words he said to me, so he had to be punished. 
A different guy made my toes curl and body anxious to see 
what he would do to me. I caressed each corner and never 
ripped him. As good as they are I can't have just one, 
so I keep coming back to find a new or old one who wants to 
be opened up and not be judged by their covers or titles. 
My boyfriend doesn't understand why I spend 
so much time with them, or why I keep going back. He seems 
to think that he is better than them. But he 
is just footnote in my world, he needs more depth 
and complexity to be my perfect fantasy, so I 
bring in the others. I am the writer who is creating 
her perfect leading male character and the sheets 
are my paper. Soon my boyfriend isn't kissing me 
it's Romeo, Heathcliff is pulling me closer to his chest, Athos is tearing 
off my shirt, and jay Gatsby 
pulls me deep under all of covers. 
How can one mortal man compare to all of them? 
He can't and that's why I'm here again. I can 
have any man I want tonight. I control who 
I take home and who stays for a short fling, or 
who joins my novel collection of men. For me to lose 
myself in anytime I want. 
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